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It's winter again, the mountains were covered with a blanket of white, the crispness of the air can be felt 
everywhere, and the urge to stay in bed affected every citizen. However, Alex was not impinged on by that 
mood, not even the tiniest bit, for he has been fidgety since they started bringing up ideas about their new 
album. 


With their new drummer. 


The blond guitarist has been so bugged up by a lot of things he barely could comprehend why he did: his hair 
(which has been appallingly fluffy and dry due to the temperature), his body, the way he dressed and even the 


amount of food he's been eating. It made him uncomfortable, and Neil's new aura wasn't helping at all. 


He's spent every morning in his room like this, flustered, brushing his hair and whining every time it plumped 
up back to its original unbrushed state. His mind kept wondering why he was doing this, but he still proceeded 
anyway, even if he always ended up pissing himself off until he's on the verge of tears. 


It wasn't easy for him to work around the drummer, but he was thankful he had Geddy to help him ease 


himself up whenever Neil was around. The poor guitarist would usually grow pale the moment he sees Neil, 


both from nervousness and shame of something he didn't know. Geddy hasn't noticed yet, and Alex was hoping 
he wouldn't for that would be utterly humiliating, plus, Geddy can be very talkative about it and tell Neil that 
he. 


No. That's just stupid. 
~ 


Alex sat up from under the thick and warm comforter, opening his soft sapphire eyes, only to be greeted with 
the white-washed view from outside his bedside window. He hurriedly stood up, made his bed, and went to his 
small dresser. "Goddamn you," he cursed, smoothing his morning hair. He was starting to get frustrated about 


himself and everything. What is wrong with me? 


That night he came home from another exhausting rehearsal with the newly-acquired drummer, he flopped 


down onto the bed and unconsciously drifted off to his drowsiness. In a few minutes, he awoke to his dream. 


He was in bed, but not in his. He lazily opened his eyes, the room was dimly lit by cinnamon-scented candles, 


and it made him want to fall back again to sleep. 
He then realized he was naked. 
Oh fuck, where am |? 


"Relax, gorgeous. You're so tense." A sinister yet calming voice lingered near him. "N-Neil?" he stammered. The 
other man didn't respond, instead he kissed Alex's sweet mouth, his tongue sliding along the guitarist's and 
making him moan Neil moaned back and took hold of the blond man's dick and started stroking as he moved 
down lower on Alex's lovely body. He felt so lovely against the brunette's lips; warm and soft. Once Neil was in 
between the squirming guitarists thighs, he took his hard shaft down his throat and began sucking, slowly at 
first, then harder, making Alex scream and writhe against the sheets. 


"F-fucking hell, Neil. tm g-gonna." he stammered, grabbing fistfuls of the songwriter's dark hair and thrusting 
his hips up as he came hard down his throat. Neil swallowed all of it before pulling out the guitarists cock 
from between his swollen lips, then kissing Alex on his eyelids as they fell into the sweet serenity of sleep. 
~% 

Alex wanted to hide away in his blankets and not show up every morning at the cafe, to have breakfast and 
casual talk with them. He was tired and his hair pissed him off even more today so he decided to stay in bed 
until someone called him. 


"Lerxst?" The voice on the other line belonged to the bassist. The guitarist sighed. 


"What?" He sounded more exasperated than the average human being could be. 


"Neil's looking for you. Said he wanted to have a bit of a talk with you today." 

Oh shit: 

"Dirk, I'm sleepy and tired as fuck. Can you tell him to reschedule whatever he's planning?" the guitarist whined 
and buried his face in his pillow. He felt knots grow in his stomach, making him wince in discomfort. He 
obviously did not want to engage in a conversation with the drummer. 


"Will you just please go to the cafe, right now?" the vocalist asked once again. Alex sighed. 


"Can you please go away for a while? l'm sorry, Ged. Not in the mood for anything." Great job, brain. Fucking 
great job 


"One last thing, aren't you having breakfast?" Geddy leaned against the door with his right hand. 
"NO," came the solid response from the guitarist. 


"Alright, alright. l'm leavin’ now. Sorry for disturbing you." The other man hung up, seemingly scared off by his 
best friend The bassist then got dressed, left home, and went to the cafe, for breakfast. 


Neil was sitting alone at the farthest table of the cafe.. Geddy was a bit surprised that the drummer wasn't 
carrying a book with him this morning, for he was used to seeing him reading and oblivious of his 
surroundings. He then approached Neil and sat down across him. 


"What did he say?" the older man began, looking a bit eager. 


“Not in the mood for anything’ He's probably just jerking off or something." Geddy quoted, imitating the way 
the guitarist said earlier and making Neil laugh a bit. 


"Hmm, | see. But | think that boy's troubled" Neil pondered and took a sip from his cup of hot chocolate. 
"| think you should be the one to figure out" The bassist replied and finger-combed his hair. 

"Maybe," the drummer shrugged "Want some coffee?" 

~% 


After breakfast, Neil told Geddy he'll try to pry out Alex from his nest. The drummer then proceeded to the 
guitarists flat and gently but surely knocked on the mahogany door. 


Before the drummer could say anything, the door was opened forcefully, making his hair flutter slightly in 


anticipation. 


"I thought told you to-" Alex blared spontaneously. "Oh, N-Neil. Oh fuck, I'm sorry | didn't know-" 


"Lifeson, we need to talk." Neil declared in his deep voice, making the blond shiver awkwardly. Alex breathed out, 
scratched his icky-looking hair and let the drummer into his house. Before sitting, the guitarist grabbed his 
paddle brush that was lying on the center table of the living room. The two musicians then flopped down onto 


the couch. Following the long, unusual, shared silence, Neil spoke up. 

"What's been bothering you? You've been at it for the entire week, and | assume you have a steady 
relationship with your hairbrush.’ The drummer looked at the nifty hairbrush. Alex did not answer back. He 
didn't muster enough courage to tell Neil what really the matter is. 


"Say something," uttered the drummer, elbowing the other musician seated beside him softly. 


"l'm just uncomfortable and cold" Alex fake-sniffed, brushed his hair, then turned away to the other side of 
the couch and closed his eyes, burying his pale face onto the throw pillow. This is the worst day of my life. 


"Oh come on, Alex," the drummer leaned over and put an arm around the guitarist, “Will you quit being so 


immature? It's just me, you know?" 
That is the problem, you big-headed shit 


There was an inept silence, and then Neil pressed his lips toward the half-asleep guitarist's ear, quietly spoke: 
"Fine then, if you're not gonna talk," then pecked Alex on the cheek softly yet sensually, "Ill just leave you so 
you can think I'll be back at six, but don't bother cooking dinner for me." The drummer then rose, put his 


brown coat back on and left soundlessly, leaving the other musician shell-shocked and mildly turned on. 
~% 
Later that evening. 


"Alex, may | come in?" Neil knocked on the guitarists door. After a few minutes of tapping a clumsy beat, the 
polished door swung open, and there stood a wide-eyed Alex. 


"Uhum, yeah sure." The younger musician stammered and let the other in. Neil, he took note, was wearing 
perfume and his alluring smell wafted through Alex's nostrils as the drummer passed by beside him. Oh, he's 


gonna fall for it. 


"Have you decided to tell me whats bothering you?" The drummer asked immediately after the guitarist lazily 
lied down on the couch. 


"Oh come on, Ellwood. Do | really have to?" the blond queried back, nothing but nervously. 


"Don't make me." Came the deep response from Neil. 


‘Oh yeah, what're you gonna do, drummer boy?" Alex felt like he was actually teasing the drummer. Maybe he 


wasn't. Or maybe, he was. 


Neil, with one swift slide of the foot, grabbed the guitarist's beloved hairbrush that was lying idly on a dusty 
corner table and told him, "I'm afraid you won't be seeing Mr. Brush for a long time," and dangled it in front of 


the exasperated blond man sitting on the bed. 
"NEIL! GIMME IT!" 
"Ah-ah-ah. Not until you spill the beans." The drummer teased. 


"Spill the beans on my ass. Give it back already!" Alex rose from where he was sitting and attempted to lurch 
forward and reach for his brush, but Neil extended his arm behind, keeping it out of his reach. 


"No. 


"Oh fine then, you fuck," Alex frowned and sat back down on the couch while Neil giggled at the guitarist's 
petulancy. 


"IFs just my hair, okay? | mean, look," he lifted up a few bunches of his golden mane. "It looks horrible and | 


can't make it look ‘normal." Alex quoted. 
‘Is that all, Lifeson?" the drummer asked, spinning the brush around his fingers. 


"Yeah. | know, | know, it's shallow and immature. | just get really insecure about it, okay?" Alex crossed his 


arms in front of his chest. 


"| don't think it's shallow," the drummer then sat down beside the guitarist, "but | think you should not be so 
fussed about it, though." 


"Why the hell not, then?" the guitarist pouted the trademark Lerxstian pout. 

"Because | think you look gorgeous regardless." 

The blond musician's cheeks were flushed after Neil had said that to him. His brain almost went out of control; 
his thoughts were whirling inside him like a top. Then, he remembered: Neil kissed me a while ago. Hs lps Oh God 
they were so soft and warm. To be given compliments was surely pure joy to him, but to receive one from 
that green-eyed, huge-brained, attractive, not to mention socially awkward shit and be kissed by him made an 


even bigger commotion inside his pretty head. He was going to fall deeper, sooner or later. 


The next thing he knew, Neil's hands were treading among his golden curls, combing them delicately. 


"Neil, what are you-" 


"Hush, let me fix your hair." The drummer said ever so lowly. Honestly, he just wanted to feel the blond man's 


silken curls sliding amongst his fingers. Moreover, he wanted to make Alex feel good. 


Neil swept the guitarist's hair to one side, slightly exposing his defined jaw. His lips burned with want to place 
his lips against the soft flesh, yet he was still hanging back on his decision 


But he disregarded his conscience and placed a single kiss on Alex's jaw. With that feat, the guitarist shuddered 
lightly and moaned. "Mmm, that feels good, Ellwood." 


Without saying anything, Neil trailed his burning lips up to Alex's equally hot ones. Innocently, the guitarist 
parted his lips and allowed Neil's tongue to invade his sweet mouth. 


"God, Neil. You're so fucking hot." He managed to whisper in between the kisses. With that, the guitarist flipped 
them and Neil was now under Alex. He paused, stared into Neil's emerald eyes, and smiled. The drummer felt 
blood rush to his cheeks and his groin. "Race to the bedroom?" He asked before pulled down the guitarist for a 


kiss, biting his lower lip and earning a suppressed moan from Alex. "Sounds lovely." Alex replied with a wink. 


They barely made it to the bedroom because Neil kept on kissing and sucking on Alex's neck, leaving love marks 
on the soft skin As soon as they were in the room, Neil locked the door and turned to the guitarist. Alex felt 
the animal inside him take over, and in a short span of time, he was able to get rid of Neil's sweater and shirt. 
His mouth was all over Neil's neck and chest, and then he immediately moved lower. The drummer gazed down 
at Alex, who looked back up at him with blue eyes clouded with lust. Before he could breathe in, he felt the 
guitarists talented hands rub his thighs and the aching bulge in his pants. 


"Baby, you're hard." Alex whispered sexily and grinned devilishly. Without further ado, he shed Neil's pants and 
underwear and moaned as he began stroking the shaft. The older man grunted deeply and sensually, sending 
shivers up and down the younger man's spine. Alex kissed his tip and licked all around the shaft before saying: 


"Let me suck your beautiful cock, hmm?" 


And then, oh God. that warm tongue was snaking around his erection and he was moaning louder and louder as 
Alex took him deeper and deeper. He grabbed fistfuls of the guitarists golden curls, tracing the delicate outline 
of his skull underneath. 


In just a moment, Alex slid off Neil's blushed cock from between his lips, educing a soft, dissatisfied moan from 


the brunette. "Pratt?" 


"Hmm," was all he could mutter; he definitely wanted more of that sweet sucking mouth. 
‘| want you," Alex said before taking off his shirt and slowly unbuttoning and unzipping his pants. Overcame 
with desire, Neil batted off the blonde's hands away from his crotch and fumbled and freed him quicker than 


light. The moment he saw Alex's dick pop out of his boxers, he was washed in awe; his cock was gorgeous. 


"Fuck me, Ellwood" Writhed Alex as the drummer slowly stroked his swollen shaft. Neil, of course, has yet 
other plans he wanted to do before fucking the guitarist. 


He moved down and licked all around Alex's dripping head without breaking eye contact then took him into his 
mouth, eager and deep. His goal was to make the blond feel good and writhe in pleasure; and he was getting 


more than he actually expected. 
"N-neil.. please." He moaned as his back arched up against the sheets, as if forcing Neil to take more of him. 


All of a sudden, Neil stopped and took out Alex's hard shaft from his lips before asking, "Do you have any lube 


in here?" 


"Would baby oil work? It's the only thing | have." Alex spoke, breathing heavily as he did then fished out the 
half-empty bottle of baby oil. 


The drummer opened the bottle and the rosy scent of the oil diffused throughout the room. "I'll make this 
good for you." Without further ado, he poured oil onto his index and middle fingers before circling Alex's 
entrance then probing it, gently at first. He softly and caressed the guitarists flushed cheeks with his free 
hand then trailed his fingers to Alex's lips. The blonde man, moaning out loud, opened his mouth and sucked on 
the drummer's digits. Neil then drew out his fingers and poured oil onto his erection and pushed into Alex, 


coaxing a soft mewl from the blond. 
"You alright?" the drummer stroked the guitarist's cheek before leaning down and kissing him. 


"Y-yes.. just please.. fuck me.." Alex moaned and thrust his hips upward, taking in more of Neil almost 
accidently. The older man gasped and began moving against Alex, slowly and deeply. Then, the guitarist begged 
for the Neil faster and harder until they were squealing each other's names. One smooth thrust and Neil was 


ramming into Alex's prostate, making the guitarist moan out loud. 


"Ohoh God.. N-Neil |-" Alex began bawling and clawing the drummer's back and shoulders. Neil grabbed Alex 
hard cock and stroked mercilessly. After a few more seconds of intense fucking and stroking, the drummer 
howled and pushed in as deep as he can before bursting into climax inside the shivering guitarist. Alex followed, 
squirting semen onto his and Neil's abdomen while sobbing Neil's name out loud. The brunette then pulled out of 
the man below him and placed a gentle kiss on his softly swollen lips before collapsing beside him. 


"Feeling better?" Neil asked, running his fingers through Alex's hair-covered chest. Alex purred and snuggled 


closer to the drummer. 
"Oh | hate you." the guitarist playfully said and bumped noses with Neil. 


“Shall we do this again sometime, angel?" 


"| really do hate you, but | can't refuse. You're so good at it" Alex replied and kissed the drummer passionately 
for one more time before they drifted off into a warm and love-tinted midday dreamscape. 


